PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
It was with the idea of making further investigations into
the domestic economy of an American household that we
began to show some zeal in helping to clear up the lunch,
" Put the butter and milk in the refrigerator."
I approached the enormous, white enamel sarcophagus
and gingerly pushed a lever that looked like a handle*   The
door immediately seemed alive; it pushed into my stomach,
clicked, and an interior light was switched on in the icy
cavern; at the same time a whirring noise was set up some-
where in the interior, and, depositing the butter in a sort of
wire cage, I hastily closed the door with a guilty feeling that
something had gone wrong.  It was only the electric mech-
anism automatically set in motion by the rise of temperature,
The rest of the kitchen looked normal enough, except that
it was very bright and new, and rather like one of those
impossible kitchens you see in an Ideal Home exhibition, as
if you ordered a new kitchen once a week with the groceries,
But for all its brightness, as Winifred and I washed the
dishes, we had a feeling that the American kitchen was
haunted. Mysterious clicks and whirring sounds came upon
us unawares.   I nearly dropped a cup in turning round
sharply to locate the noise in the corner, only to find myself
staring at an entirely stupid and unperturbed water boiler.
Then I had to whip round the other way as the refrigerator
clicked again and ceased its whirring noise.   Then to my
side the lid of a refuse bin began leaping up and down with-
out signs of material aid, until I realised that a foot was
operating the lid by means of a treadle.  There was another
datter and conk on the table and a wretched piece of toast
leapt into the air out of an electric toaster, just like a fish
leaping for a fly, All very amusing, no doubt, but, coming
from the Old Country, one ought to be warned of these
things.
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